THE LATIN QUARTER T0-DAY

JOY IN THE CAFE STILL AND
DREAMS IN THE GARRET.

Summer Scenes In Bohemia—The Quar-
ter's View of Life—The Murger Types
—Heopes and Sufferings of an Amert-
can—A Preliminary View of Matisse.

Pawss, Aug. 2¢.—Men may come and
men may go—which they do oontinually,
and in consequence the Latin Quarter
g0oes on forever.

" There are any number of people, both
X in Parig and without, who will say that

the mwae of Du Maurier’s “Trilby* and of
Murger's *Vie de Bohéme" is changed be-
yond recognition. Yet the prodigal son
returning to the Quarter will hear the
tame old stories and a few new yarns.
He will see the same girls flitting in and
out of the cafés and studios, or if not
the same their daughters. He may lament
that the Latin Quarter as such has passed
away, but he will know if he is truthful
S that the change he laments is probably

in himself alone.

Beat yourself at a corner table under the
chestnut trees of the Café d'Harcourt,
which still preserves its position on the
edgé of Bohemia. It is a place now

ple go to eat, not merely to look
for adventure, because the food
is as good as any in the Quarter, but just
that does not prevent the gour-
their friends from recognizing
fact that besides themselves there is
a fair percentage of guests who go there
the same reasons that they have al-
gone—from habit, because fortune
has smiled, becauss here are to be found
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MATIS§E DEVOTEES.

the prettiest girls and the most tuneful
musio, or for half a hundred other causes.

Two residents of Paris, members of
your party, take opposite sides of the
question whether or not the Quarter has
essentially changed, and in the intervals
when your attention is not distracted by
the cinematograph of life you listen to
their talks and learn.

“For instance, there,” and the English-
man points to the figure flitting by of a
Russian girl, who looks scornfully at the
tables under the trees, at the ascarlet

‘ooated orchestra, at everybody and
everything. “She used to dine here
every night, not always with the same
vis A vis, but always with the same appe-
tite. Nowsheapparently scorns the place
because it has fallen from its former
estate of belonging to the students and
their feminine companions.”

The American is differently informed,
and says: “She can't come here any more.
She is a well known anarchist, belongs to
several societies, and one night she threw
a bomb ina cafédown the street.”

*Threw a bomb!” gasps an American
. woman, looking as if she wanted to return

to the safer side of the Seine.

A Frenchman in the party explains:
“The Paris officials are still very crude

"ln theéir methods. It is so easy for them

VE

Dramatic Experiences of Miss
O’Connor, Waiter Girl in
a Lunchroom.

NUS OF THE
BROKEN SHUTTER

.

“Ever so many have told me I could
make my fortune on the stage.”

Miss O’Connor put her two hands graoce-

. fully on her hips, wriggled her shoulders,

straightened herself to her full height and

nndlnhou'ncwdly into the infinitude of

8
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“Yep," she continued seriously, “the
stage carpenter of the People's Theayter
sez 1'd get over.” \

“You oertainly have the temperamental
bair,” I conourred.

“It's Titian,” she replied, giving a light
touch to her expansive coiffure, which re-

sembled a displaced aureole; “same as !

Sarah Barnhard and Leslie Carter.”

1 will never speak ill of a working girl, |

though Titian conveys to my mind only
u vague color characteristic, but it is a po-
lite way of describing a head of red hair.
8o 1 waxed enthusiastic, for she was only
a waiter girl in an obscure little lunchroom
downtown.

For the general run of patrons she may
have possessed no special points of attrac-
tion, but phe interested me almost from the
first time that I chanced, a careless way-
farer, into the café, In the absenoe of the
earte du jour or its defilement by the greasy
finger of a hungry hack driver she could
sketch you a bill of fare with a steeple-
chase fluency of verbal particles that
sounded like a composite of culinary de-
taila from a delicatessen shop. The in-
herent grace of her person and the plas-
ticity of her genius expressed themselves
even in the aot of serving you with the
overdone ham and eggs and the oup of
steaming coffee for whioh the Café of the

Broken Shutter was notorious.
" =The trouble with most girls that goes
on the stage,” oontinued Miss O'Connor,
/¢t *is that they ain’t neither got the shape
¢ portheeducation. Well, thank Gawd, my
folks looked out for me!®

“1'll take an oath as to the shape,” I said

-1 :;-e mean that. I can’t help havin’
a good figger—that’s natcheral. I mean
the other—education,” she retorted a lit(le
pettishly. “We was well off before pa
got killed by a derrick and nuthin' was too
good for me. 1 used tu take private sing-
in' lessons from Miss Mulligan. Know

‘¢ her?® \

1 shook my head.

“Geralda Mulligan? Tdves over on the
East Side. She took volce culture from
alarkaisie in Paris for three years. The
only thing that kep' her from goin' on
the stage at the Metropolitan Opera House
was her bein’ lame.”

“Then you have a voice?” I exclaimed
in well simulated surprise.

v

girl has a bomb she must throw it. What

else can she do with it? It isn’t the kind

of thing that you can take home with |
you, now, isit? We will be more civilized |
some day, 1 hope, and recognize these

subtle excuses.”

To prove his contention still further |
that the quarter looks at life in a half

humorous, half cynical way, essentially

its own, the American repeats a story

heard that day of a smaller café near by

which bears thesign “Icion parle Anglais,”

and when you ask for the person who
speaks English, you are informed by the

French speaking proprietor, “It is our

patrons who speak English.” The Eng-

lish member of the party contends that the

story is neither young nor old, which is as
fatal for a story as for a woman. “There

is another version of it across the Seine,

|whero a fashionable modiste to whom

| flock a large clientale of American women
| has in her showroom, ‘Here we speak
| French,'" he says.

The American tries again. You have
| heard of the American student arrested
| because he stopped one of the gendarmes
who bear on their sleeves the announce-
ment that they speak German, English
| and French, and disbelieving, asked ser-
iously, ‘Is this the Boulevard Montpar-
nasse or Thursday?' in good Anglo Saxon
'and was punished for his sorry jest.”

Then you learn that the Englishman's
exation is really due to the fact that

Quarter is no longer a locality where
the ruffie and the frill allure with their
1old time fascination.

{ *“When I first came,” he announces in |

a grieved tone, “the girls wore those
| charming bite of lace and muslin and
| when you turned a corner there was al-
ways a little snowstorm of lingerie com-
ing your way, but the sheath skirt clings
and the girls can’t and don’t hold up their
dresses and there are no more ruffies,
ino more frills. [ think the Quarter has
gone to the dogs.”

The American in answer points out
| three Murger types to the life. They
'are a rollicking trio and he knows an

'amuning story about them. The Quar-!
‘

I

She allus told me I'd make a rilly fine

tuck us, me for the dishpans and
'th house.
| the blood of the D'Arcys and O'Connors
lin her veins, but it had tu be.
keep up practisin’' my scales and trills
and sustained notes,” she rambled on in
her burst of confidence; *“but you can
take it from me, Mr. Smythe, us workin’
girls ain't got no chance to take many
joy rides through this here life.”

There was a suggestion of unaffected
pathos in her tone.

“If pa hadn’'t been killed by a derrick,”
she went on, “I'd taken French lessons

|
|

I still |

| blood

A CAFE IN THE LATIN QUARTER.

to understand, if they would, that if a poor | ter is still laughing about it.

— ~—= :L_’—_.:l":“—‘"‘____
“Well, Miss Mulligan used to say I had | of her artistic career.

“It seems,” he says, “that last winter
they managed to exchange three por-
traits for an automobile, the owner pre-
ferring the canvases depicting his wife
and two daughters to the machine. It
was a second hand machine, but then
the pictures were not apecially good
either. 8o the artists congratulated them-
selves on having the best of it

“But artistic to the core, they forgot
the mere commercial detail that it is
necessary to have a chauffeur and petrol
to run a machine of this description.
They had no money, no eradit and no more
pictures to sell, but at the special café
where, like most of the denizens of the

"." ‘:’j_v! G ;
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’or that kind as one of its attractions.’
“But,” persisted the Americsn, “the
types existed before Murger wrote, He
didn't create them. He
them and they exist to-day just the same.
It a few of them are clever enough to
got money for their leisure hours, so
muoh the better—or the worse—but it
does not change the contention that in
spite of advertising innovations the!
Quarter’s life is practically the same.”
The question is then asked of the
thirteen-year-old resident as to what
becomes of the girls and the students
when there is no more money in the
ginger jar and no outlook ahead. “The
girls must sometimes get wrinkles and
avoirdupois, the students face a time
when even starvation becomes monot-
onous,” it is suggested.
The resident points to a matronly
figure selling rosees to a party of diners.
“Years ago,” he says, “that woman was
one of the most admired of the girls in
Itho Quarter. Her day is over and she has
| drifted into this work and has probably
‘acompotenco besides. She likesit better

tent. At one of these in an inner room a
rich American is sprinkling the floor with
sugar through a perforated sugar scoop
and contending loudly that as he is the
only man who is spending real money there
he shall do as he pleases. Some one dubs
the picture “The Sands of Pleasure” in
ocompliment to the latest best seller of the
Quarter, and the march is resumed.

You see many venders of graceful
statuettes and many flower girls, a few
pretty, all graceful. Students swagger
from side to side of the road sing-
ing, and ooocasionally you note an auto-
mobile passing, the chauffeur feminine
wearing with a smart alr her linen coat and
polished leather cap.

You have pointed out the corner where
in the season the models congregate, espe-
oially on Monday mornings,and after hold-
ing up the students who pass to and from
their breakfast make the daily round of
the studios. They will perch in the courts
and in the streets, any pose from that of
Meroury to that of Father Tiber, and say in
whining tones, “I can stay like this for
days,” the attitude being impossible for

Quarter, they received and wrote their
letters, the students’ club in a word, !
they broached the subject to the pro-
prietor. Would he allow them to keep
the auto at his door? He fell on their
shoulders with delight. Would he allow

THE PASSING OF THE PETTICOAT.

THE SANDS OF PLEASURE.

garland of roses and silken panel strikes
a sinister note in the environment. There
is a platform high up, before which cur-
tains hang. This is the artist’s berth,
and into he swings by means of an im-
provised trapeze.

There is an oil stove, many canvases,
jars of brushes and daubed palettes,
the woodwork is grimy and old, the cur-
tains torn, the atmosphere stuffy with
the odors of paints and oils. Itwould
be a tomb were it not that through the
open window comes the hum of Paris.
The tenant is emaciated and his eyes
have an abnormal lustre. He lives on
some form of prepared food which he
cooks himself, and refuses the charity
of his friends no matter how cleverly
| disguised. He pretends that he has
| to adhere to a diet, and the day before
| he has sent away a dealer who had dis-
| covered him because noting the number
! of unsold canvases and the poverty so
| eruelly evident the dealer had dared
to make his offers on that basis.

the artist knows himself and is sure that
some day his canvases will bring good if
not phenomenal prices. They are wonder-
| ful bits of Paris, surely enough; nocturnes
| painted in the open at midnight, their
| shadows teeming with mystery and sug-
| gestions; Paris by day, filled with joy and
B | sunlight, an omnibus with its three horses

it? Would it not on the contrary give than being a concidrge or any omploy-!nny human being to hold longer than ! abreast, a bit of the Seine and a book-

his café an air that others did not pos-
sess to have an automobile standing there
all the time?

“So it remained, rain and shine, and oc-
casionally when a friend would sell a pic-
ture or get a remittance he would set
up petrol instead of a drink, hire a chauf-

feur, and then/uy reigned supreme. ‘And

yet you say,’/groans the American, ‘that
there is noquarter. Think what Murger
wowld have done with that story!'”

The Englishman Jooks attentively at
the trio.

“I'll wager that at the present moment |
they draw regular dinners from the pro-
prietor to come here and sit.

ment that would take her away from the
Quarter’s life entirely. Most of these
women are thrifty; they have all the
domestic virtues, are neat and economi-
cal and have an eye on the future.

“And the artists. I saw one the other
day. He was fat and prosperous. He
makes about 300 francs a week. He loved |
the life and stayed in it just as long as
he could, long enough to prove that he
had no talent and long enough to acquire |
a certain facility of technigue. 'l"hi-I

|man paints pigs for a merry-go-round to visit is reached through a dark and |te

company. Paris adores pigs,
does them well.

and he
He is quite happy and is

Look at married. He speaks of himself still as footsteps in front of you.

three minutes. | worm at the old bookstalls.

At present the Quarter is practically He has sold two for $60 and says naively
dead 8o far as this part of its life is con- | that now that people have come to buy
cerned. The students and -artists are ' he will find his seclusion impossible. A
given up to the vacation days or painting moment later he tells of Venice and 91
somewhere in the open, and the profes-  London and New York, where he will
sional models are having hard times and | soon exhibit, for the $60 is to him a for-
are supplementing their work of the win- | tune. It is so long since he has had any-
ter with anything they can get to do, a thing. You look at the hectic flush,
great many of them acting as guides to the bent back, the eyes shining so
the Quarter for curious voyagers. ‘, unnaturally, and you wonder; . but at

The particular studio you have come | least you know now that the Latin Quar-
r has not changed entirely.
narrow courtyard, and up some stairs Even the Englishman is silenced, and
you climb guided only by the sound of when the dangerous descent is made
The studio by the help of a single candle dip, the party

| Foor and proud and in ill health, |

and if the women are lacking in the charms
you expacted, the Frenchmen are linpossl-
ble. You see him at his worst here,
ogling, simpering, curling his

mustache, orying his “Bis,” v'vhnho'llh

’

a dance repeated. You are quite
to go when the sound of the clook at
denotes the unfailing rule of the
Bullier and of several of the other

crowds.

write a story of the Quarter, even a
scrappy little story, without mentioning
Matisse, the founder of the new school
of art, who already numbers 2,000 dis-
| ciples in France, some of whom you have
| had pointed out to you in the cafés and
{on the boulevards, wearing sandals and
long hair, with rapt expressions and some-
times without hata, You have of course
seen the pictures; to see them is the neces-

In spite of the instructions you received
to be diplomatioc and taoctful and de-
ceptive if you warfted to know the worst,

uncompromising sort that never in the
most hectic moments of a nightmare has
| your imagination, fed by Welsh rabbits
|and feminine punch, dared to take such
{ liberties with your common sense. The
| exhibitor looked pained, merely pained
| in a soft, gentlemanly way; confided that
| he felt that way at first, but now he could
| not live without a Matisse at his elbow, |
This is an illustration at random-——a

| woman’s figure outlined apparently withe
halt,
-

! stick of chocolate. Thebackgroundis
of a violent red, half of a mad

| The woman is in a reclining pose, reclin=
!ing on nothing, wearing nothing, her face
expressing nothing. The lips, eyes and

nose are not drawn, but smeared . with .

their rigs. Every popular café in the an artist. You will find others of his | is off the Boulevard Montparnasse on a  drifts to the Bal Bullier, without whicb‘nhocnlaw masks, and the eyes are known
quarter has a similar trio who sit near | kind painting signs and doing odd jobs of Py street. Suddenly the stairway comes  no round of the Quarter is ever complete. | to be open because five straight lines,
the door sipping demi-brunes noncha- | that sort better than ordinary workmen  into the open and you climb another | It is the same place, an orchestra playing | indicating eyebrows presumably, stand

lantly or in a conspicuous place in the | could, owing to their training. and in con- flight, with only a narrow rail to protect | mad walt

inner room seem to be unconscious of | sequence making good money.”

the attention they excite. Then comes

Then to make his contention stronger |

zes and women dancing madly

another immersion into the shadows arms of their escorts. In the summer

along the party of American tourists by proof positive the American demands | of the building, another coming into the | gardens are little nooks of green, whefa. ‘
and one of the girls shouts ‘Look at that that the party follow him away from the | light, always climbing, climbing, dlimb- | tired with the dance, a moment's respite | pictures such as others paint, but he could

-Murger to the life! There's Rudolph! brightly lighted café with its air of pros- | ing and you have arrived.

There's Marcel apd dear old Schaunard!

perity and artificial setting into the real '

. is taken, drinks usually non-intoximﬁqg
The studio, deep, high and desolate,  are sipped and the plash of the fountain

| erect.

|its name, *Nude Woman with Scarf.”

Once Matisse painted nice, pretty little .

| not sell them because there was too much

| competition, so one day he changed his

It's cut and dried. Latin Quarter indeed! 'life of the working Quarter. The path is lighted by a meagre flame coming makes an accompaniment to the chatter | methnd and since then he has bought a
The first you know some enterprising | leads by various other cafés, aach with its | from a kerosene lamp over which is hung | of the voices.
restaurant in New York will start a trio ' special crowd of diners, joyous and con- | a pinkish silk shade, which with its torn| There is a sordid atmosphere to the } like prosperous artists.

I went away sad in my heart. Within a

primmer donny if I'd stick to my job. | week a [ saw her again under almost the
I would a, too, but when hard luek o'er- i same circumstances.

the
‘Twas hard on a girl with |alone, “how would you like to carry a!mixin' up with a converted cigar artist,

“Arabella,” 1 began as soon as we were

gpear in one of the spectacles at the
Hippodrome?”

Her face dropped. [ feared she had
expected me to use iny valuable influepnce
with Frohmnan,

“Aspear?” she echoed in an abashed way.
“Why, Mister Smythe! A girl with the
of the D'Arcys and O'Connors

| carryin’ a spear, with nuthin’' to say and
inuthin' to do but show off har figger in

from an Italian professor on Elizabeth |

street,
36 cents a lesson, but that highfalutin'
scheme was knocked into broken china
by pa's funeral. Then ma took sick and
died.”

I have explained that she was only
a waiter girl, but on her pa's side she
could with an air of easy indifference
soar into the nomenclature of Irish heroes
and nobles, and her ma had beena D'Arcy,
she said. The titles that had once en-
cumbered the family had baen epitomized

He offored to take me on for)

tights?®

Araballa straightened herself to her
full height of five feet five and looked as
queenly as ever she could.

“It's true, Arabella,” | said hastily,
“the part would not enable you to make
use of all your varied accomplishments.

| A spear «-an*e carried by a girl without

into the brief appellation of Belle, short |

'for Arabella Bruce O'Connor, and in
| the vast crucible of civilization, named
| the United States she had been reduced
to the menial estate of a waitress at the
| Broken Shutter

| Soon after this T missed Arabella from
| her accustomed place, and the proprietor
:told me confidentially that he had to dis-
| charge her on account of her theatrical
mania.
mind when 1 came across her as one of a
company of performers exhibiting them-
selves on a platform in front of an open
air show of wild Western life at a suburban
garden. The trgupe comprised a dozen

girls, about to present a thrilling episode
entitled “The Bank Robbery.*

There, sure enough, was Arabella, She
was dressed in the familiar toggery of a
frontler heroine, with buckskin gauntlets
and a broad brimmed sombrero, from

copper. Her face
from exposure to the weather and she
looked rugged and wholesome,
The magnetism of my fixed
wrought its infallible magic. In a few

thought I saw her start and blush. Ina
moment she recovered her composire,
and she gave me a look that plainly meant
that she wished to meet me again.

1 pald the admission price and wit-
neased a sad performanc,, and after the
show we had-a talk. Arabhella was olimb-
ing the difficult ascent to fame, She had
not scorned the humblest means of arriv-
ing at her hoped for goal. It was either
the hash house or the stage for her,

She had almost passed out of my ,

| was speaking within her

cowboys, Indians, squaws and frontier |

beneath which her gorgeous tresses fell | of my figger, but | ain't travellin’ ov
like a cataract of shimmering bronze and | rallroads on my shape.
had grown darker & chance to act.”

|

minutes her eyes lit on my face, and I

a oultivated” voice or a knowledge of

French uite as well as by yvou who are
of the clan of the D'Arevs and O'Con-
nors. 1 am using the word symbolically,
as it were, |I knew [ eould always make
the stronmest impression upon her by using

fine words ] You might be cast for the
part of one of the noiads, you know.”
“Naiade?  Nainds!™

She repoated the word thoughtfully.

“Oh, you mean the girls that comes out
of the water?” ghe exclaimed, and a glint
of sunlight stiot across her face, showing
that she was not displeased.

“If 1 was sure of getting one of them
parts,” she added, *of course that would
make a heap of difference, don't you
know.”

The true theatrical artist in embryo
Already she
WAR RI'GrTing over a part,

“I'll tell you what I've done,” 1 said.

“I told the stage mianazer yOur name was |

Imogene D'Arcy; you hadn't had a great
denl of oxperience, but I thought you
would makeo a hit as a naiad on account of
your voice and figure, for 1 hope he'll
give you a song "

“Imogene D'Arey!"™  she repeated
thoughtfully, throwing herself into a

| theatrical pose, “that sounds good to me.

Of course it was all right for you to speak
er the

What 1 want is

“Look here, Arabella,” | said, assumin
a stern aspect, “you certainly don't caﬁ
it acting to ride across the arena on a

gaze | broken down cow pony and fire empty

shells at a miscellanoous assortment of
tame Indians and trained bank robbers,
footpads, or whatever they may be?*
HEQ stared u'mo lr(\‘nur rise.
“No-o-ope,” she said, reflectively, *may-
be not.* v v
“And you're not going back on me after
I've used all my influence to get the Hip-
podrome to take you on?”
She thought a moment before she re-
plied. Then she said: “If he'd let me be
one of them what-you-call-'ems——1"

“Nainds:"
“But keep

said, and here she was in the primerclass be a cigar maker in

“I'd consider it,” she said.
it under your bonnet. Bcar-face Charlie

she | that plays the road agent—he used to

nkato, Illinois—

! place in the country and takes vacations

has been kinder makin' up to me, and he !

might get gay.” |
“Ah, an affair of the heart!" I ex-

claimed. |

“Affair nuthin' !" she replied sullenly.
When you hear Arabella Bruce O'Connor |

you'll know she's got flies buzzin' in her
| thinkin® parlor!®

I felt secretly pained at Arabella’s in-
| decorous use of the English language, |
but I said nothing |
! *“I did hope when | was down there in |
llhat sweatshop,” she continued. medita-
tively, casting down her eyes in sheer
modesty and poking her foot into the
sand, "that you'd get me located with
| one of them big play managers. Oh!"
she hastened to add in another key in-
tended to relieve me of a painful embar-
raesment, *not that I don't appreciate
everything you're doin' for me. Of
course, I'm only a stranger to guu, and
1 ain't sayin' that you had a right to put
{ournell out on account of a strange lady

t's awfully nice of you to think o' me
| a-tall.”
p She gave me a henevolent look out
| of her small blue eyes. i
| “Arabella,” I said, after a little inter- |
val of embarrassed silence, “I've only |
taken stook of what you told me about |
your voice. Perhaps you can act and |

perhaps you can't
“Oh, punk!” she retorted r}uir'klv with
ia haughty toss of the head, “1 don't think

| Anna Held or Lottie Faust has got the |
{edge on me.”
“Well," T hastened to interject, “they
hegan at the foot of the ladder. Now,
'when you have given some proof of your
(ability to act, you can always rely on me
[ to use what little influence I have to ad-
| vanea your interests.”
' *You certainly are good to me!" she
exclaimed. “It’s nice to have onn gon-
| tleman friend that's rilly sincere and in-
| terested in your artistic career without
'wantin' a mortgage on your life. "
1 assured llorq had no ulterior motives,
’ “But I hate to sea you wasting yvour
talent on frontier heroines when vour
! forte obviously is fairies!™ I explained.
“Yes, that's s0,” she conceded, *“it
do seem more artistic, don't it? Oh, well,
I'T didn't want to take Maude Adama's
| parts right off the reel; I wouldn't 'a’ cared
[if 1'd just played maids' parts for a while.
| But it is a heap more distangay, accordin'
|to my notion, and people will think a
| mighty sight more of you.” |
| " In less than a week Mies O'Connor had |
| the pleasure of seeing the name of Imo-

gone D'A printed in the programme
| opposite to that of the second naiad.
| ‘e _have it on classic authority |

| that 'Vonul- l:ns'hn'r‘-n ;a'fmtho‘-‘ sea. The
open night of the podrome wit-
‘nm" rebirth, and if it was not pre- |
cisely Venus of the sea it was assuredly
Venus of the tank. In short she created |
a mild sensation, though she had nothing |
to do but look Ionl{. ;
But even these nightly triumphs pres-
ently palled on Arabella Bruce O'Connor, |
and her 'ambition was not proof against
a u::rtlng offer to appear in a musical
comedy on the Great White Way. A
Broadway manager who had bheen im-
pressed with her statuesque form had pre-
vailed on her to appear as a show girl
in a dress with a long train and a very
low neck, and had promised to give her
some lines to speak., .
“You've heen the best gentleman friend
I ever had, Mr. Smythe,” she saild, when [ |
mildly remonstrated with her on her
flokleness of purpose, "and what you sa
cuts a heap of ice with me anks is
all right for sea lions and hippo-what-

| the manager—well, you'll never be

you-calls-'em. You know what I mean l I excused myself and she was off tc the | era to teach her the réle with which she
ut there's no use talkin', for a girl that | manager's office. . had been entrusted.
don't ever expect to compete for the| She was cast for a minor speaking part| The actress found it no sinecure to

swimmin' champeenship it’s just about |in a new comedy. The reader may be
as cosey as a picnic in an ice house. I | surprised that this should be the case,
told 'im,* she coatinued, referring to but he is reminded that the New York
her new manager, “that I wouldn't ever | manager axiomatically believes that
think of lowerin' my dignity to be a broiler | something sacred environs the person
in the back row ‘ou know what [ mean actor, actress or playwright, who has

that with my blood and experience it once appeared on Broadway, though
was about time to pull off somethin’. hulurﬁ has been complete. |
He offered me twenty a week, but I sez: This time Arabella looked her part to |
‘Na 1 It was that of a French

, nay, Pauline; fifty or back to the | perfection. .
!an{ for mine,"” and he signed.” waiting maid. Her French was atrocious:
1 congratulated Arabella on her rise|her acting was painful, but she showed
and cautioned her to be a good girl. I
Arabella’s début on Broadway was an | 8he hung on till the play closed, and my
event to me if to no one else. I awaited beroine was again at liberty.
her appearance with nervous appre-| ‘e met in the street one day. [ asked
hension, It was in the réle of one of those | N®
conventional dressmaker's models that With me, and over an omelet we exchanged
came in with the vogue of “Florodora.” | confidences. ) ) ke kad
Arabella easily outshone all the other . She was all astir over a plan she ha
girls on the stage in looks. {formed. She was going  to &%ﬂdonh‘ﬁ
But, oh, her movements were all angles, ' 1Ty her luck, she sai a s at ha
and when she opened her mouth to speak  Prompted her to this _rﬁoé) yntlot:\ xm\ a
the lines she had so long sighed to utter letter from a woman friend in t ebon:ier-
the illusion created by her elaborate €40 “"mP‘"lYH 35‘“”?‘ h:" that Dh(‘£
toilet vanished like smoke before a gust & Wa# & small mven)d:rf m"!"“"r ‘h&‘.
of wind. If ever I doubted that the f‘.”* th Was a & ountain o D-
D’'Arcys and the O'Connors were of the Uling enthusiasm. y )
blood royal it was then. “No engagement?” she echoed in re-
Perhaps I had fixed my ideal beyond | SPonse to the strongest point in my argu-
her attainment. New York forgives|ment by which I ho to dissuade her
much to a woman who is beautiful to from going on a‘mld oose chase. “No
behold, and as I have said before 1 will ???F;n%n':evai‘}mtforsx;l n v:“:&-
never speak ill of a working girl. She was 0 o .
not dis("lmrgml. as | confidently expected, 3500 tucked away under the wall paper
but was allowed to hang on. | was told ' in my room. I guess that little Mg pre-
that she even improved. I dared never Server will keep me afloat a while.”
to face the vrdeal a second time And if you don't catch on by the time
that's gone?” I asked, feeling myself
bound to pour a little cold water into her

‘I'he show made a pronounced hit in

America and the New York company was | .

Al pany ws glass of sparkling Burgundy.
ow

When | then?

to be sent to London. There was lond

rejoicing among the members. . .

the time came Arabella alone was left | “Then?” she ropealad._mth a faraway

behind., look in her eyes; “I don't know. Maybe
Poor Arabella! they've got Broken Shutter lunch parlors

I allowed her to weep on my shoulder.  in London, and a girl can make a living
It seemed to comfort her to stain my coat +slinging hash the same as over here.
collar with her tears. As we sat in the  You know what I mean. [I'd rather do it
shabby old parlor of her boarding house | over there than here.”
on Forty-fourth street we discussed the' I did not see her again before she left.
situation from every,point of view, | Some time later, happening to scan the

“What are you going to do now?"” 1| London papers, I ran across a notice of
asked. *“Go back to the tank?® 'a new comedy. Among the list of ac-

“I've cut the tank,” she replied. “I'm | lresses ap eared the name of lmogene
evther an artist or a dishwasher!” (She | D'Arcy. It was a scathing rebuke to
pronounced “either” in the broad way presumptuous oel(-u-orumg. a painful
now.) “I know why they let me out—oh, | 88sault on Arabella’s artistio industry,
yes. They was all jealous of me. The 1 gmed her from the bottom of my
musical director wouldn’t give me no | heart and wondered whether she had any
chance to sing, 'cause he was afraid I'd | one whose -ymg‘nhauc coat collar she
put it all over a lady friend of his! And |could bedew with her tears in this hour
lieve | of her discomfiture and grief. Poor
with every night | broiler! Roasted in Europe and America,
dear—and | it could truly be said that she was woll
done on both sides.

She did not give up the fight, though,
as 1 lﬂorwm'(f heard. Her next cam-

what I had to put up
behind the scenes-—-no, my
I'm ashamed to tell you.”

She turned her head away to spare
me the pain of her distress. [ reflected

a moment. Then I said: aign consisted of a bold movement on
s J ' td i he intrenchments of ‘the leading musical
Tell me, Arabella, what do you think cometly manager in the British capital,

ou are really cut out for on the stage?
{'\'hu line of work, I mean.”

*Emotional actin’,” she said, looking
at me gravely. “You mightn't believe it,
Mr. Smythe, but you know what I mean.
[ am wise to the fact that I could play
Margaret Anglin's parta if I only had a
chance.”

1 smiled, but she looked so pathetically
earnest that the smile died on my lips.

The lnndhd{ entered with a note for
her. It was from the office of a play

roducer requesting her to call., Ara-
Relh'n languishing hopes flickered into a
Ilva}l{ flame at once,

*My chance!® she exclainied triumph-
antly, “Here's where I kill little old
New York In a real paru®

oonducted wit
that she was aged.

The new pmuouon was yet several
weeks off. Oneday Arabella met an Amer-
ican newspaper man on the Strand to
whom I had ou‘)oclally commended her,
She engaged him as her press agent.
Pr-on&f there n?pou'od in the amuse-
ment OOKIMM of the English papers fugi-
tive references to Miss Imogene D’Arcy,

such persistent energy

Lg‘pun“ nce in the new musical comedy,
- » “‘I
The lmt.o‘" :
no oo
m" nngne. Then she secret

@ retired actress of the Gilbert

enius.

temperament and self-reliance. Again|

her to step into a restaurant to take lunch |

“What |

the American beauty, shortly to make her !

London was
ears at the sound

LRE

round the alphabet of her art into Ars-
hella, to straighten her ::f“' to file
round off

{down her pronunciation

her awkwardness gcnenlly: but she
perseverad, and for but one reason.

| Arabella's volce. She discovered that
| Arabella had a pure soprano! Miss Geralda
| Mulligan of the East Side had told her
the truth. The old actress had been a

singer as well as an actress, and the dine
cove of the American girl’'s unsus-
I pected possession attracted her as a mag-

| net attracts iron.
|day with her
| hearsals began

rotégée. When the re-
rabella at last had some-
thing to go on.

If, gentle reader, you here anticipate a
| royal climax in the form of a trium t
| musical début for Arabella, you wi

| disappointed. Nevertheless, Aral
“got over” on the first night with no loes
| of dignity and some gain of credit. Her
| figure was enough to electrify the boxes,
jand her voice sounded clear and bell-
| like across the footlights. She became an
|acquired taste, like whelks and peri-
winkles, and then
The Enﬁliﬂh accepted even her d

as an idiosyncrasy of American life
learned to regard her with something

| the awe they bestowed on an *“impres-
sion” of Whistler.

{ I have not seen her since our parting
| over the omelet, but I used to get let-
ters from her. 1 would not be cullg‘of
publishing them. They mlﬂt seri y
{embarrass Lady Vincent ontgomery
Fitzvernon.

HOW A HORSE GALLOPS.

| Conventional Mede of Representation and
Its Origin,

| From the Chicago Tribune,

{ How does a horse gallop? Owing to the
| rapidity of action it cannot be seen by the
[ human eve, However, just as the Indi-
vidual spokes of a rapidly revolving wheel
can be made visible by a flash of lightning,
s0 the action of a galloping horse oan be
and has been analyzed by instantaneous
photography,

" The #atuette of Sysonby, the thorough- ,

|

bred, has been made from photographs

off the ground. The back is arched, the

animal’s body,

When the limbas again touch the ground the
first to do so is one of the hind feet, which ja
thrust far forward so as to form an aocut®
angle with the line of the body, and thus
serve the purpose of a spring In breaking
the force of the impact of the hoof when the
horse is going at top speed.

In the conventional mode of representing

|a galloping horse all four legs are off the -

| ground at once, but the front pair are ex-
tended backward in such a way that the
under surfaces of their hoofs are directed
skyward, the body being at the same time
brought near the ground. This conven-
uomuf pose appears to have bee

l

{ hind feet turned upward

!

in the Quarter devoted to the dancing
You are told that you must not

sary preliminary to a visit to the Quarter,

you forgot your lesson and declared
with American frankness of the mast

Aoy
¥

A bit of drabby paint is said to,
| you from a tumble into the street. Then | thereto, sometimes raised aloft in the be a scarf and gives the charming picture

She worked night and |

a staple necessity.

taken at the instant when all four legs are .

hind feet are directed forward, the fore feet
backward,so that all are tucked under the -

n deriv
rom a dog {unnln., when the front .
ind pairs of legs are respectively
forvard and backward, with the soles o

5
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o
k
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B
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| This pose, it ix thought, was adopted .

! represent the gallop of the horse the'
goldsmiths of Mycens between an

1000 B, C'., whence it was tmn-mmor y WAy °

of Persia and Siberia to China and Japan ‘:

return in the eighteenth ocentury, as b

result of commercial relations, to weslera ~ %

Europe.




